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CHAPTER XVIl.
A Matter of Dress.

- BELL, now,” Wayland wemt
on as they stepped off at the
hotel, “I am in command of
this expedition. From this

on I lead this outfit. When It comes

to hotels, raliways and the ke o' that

Fm head mnger.”

M. MeFariane, tred, bungry and a
ttle dismayed. accepted his control
gindly, but Berrie could not at once
slip anide her responsibility. “Tell the
hostler” —

“Not & word!"” commanded Norcross,
and the girl, with a smile, submitted to
his guldance, and thereafter hin offi-
clency, his self possession, his tact de-
Nghted her. e persuaded the sullen
iandiady to get them supper. He se-
cored the best rooms In the house and
arranged for the care of the team.

Berrie was correspondingly less mas-
culine. In drawing off her buckskin
ariving gloves abie had put away the
cowgirl and was sllent, s ittle sad
even in the midet of her enjoyment of
bis dictatorship. And when be mald,
“If my father reachea Denver In Ume
1 want you to meet him." she looked
the dismay she felt

“I'll do . et 'm scared of bim.™

“"You veedu't be. 'l see him Arst
and druw his fre”

Mrs  McFuarinne Interposed “We
must do a little shopping st We
can’t meet your father as we are™

“Very well. It s arranged We get In.
I Bl mwbout poon. We'll go straight
to the biggest shop In town If we
work with speed we'll be abie to lunch
with my father. He'll be at the 'al
wer House st 1.7

Herrie sald pothing, either lu necept
Auce or rejection of his plan.  Her
mind was concerned with new concep
tlons, new relationsbips. and when In
the ball he touk her face between Lis
bands and sald. “Cheer up! All ls oot
lowt!” she put her arms about his
neck and lald her cheek against bis
breast o hide her tears. “Oh, Way-
land, I'm such an idiot in the city! Pm
afraid your father will despise me.”

Bhe woke to & new life next morn-
ing—a life of compliance, of following,
of dependence wpon the judgment of
apother. Sbhe stood In silence while
ber lover pald the bllls, bought the
tickets and telegraphed thelr coming to
his father. Bhe acquiesced when be
preveuted her mother from telephon-
ing to the ranch. Bhe complied when
be countermanded her order to have
the team sent back at once. His judg
ment ruled, and she enjoyed her sud-
den freedom from respousibility. It
was novel, and It was very aweet to
think that she was belng cared for as
she bhad cared for and shieided him In
the world of the trall.

In the rallway coach Wayland tact
fully withdrew, leaving mother and
daughter to discuss clothes undisturb-
of by his presence.

“We must look our best, honey,” sald
Mm. McFarlane. "We will go right
to Mme Crosby at Battle's, and she
8t os out [ wish we bad more time
but we haven't. 80 we must do the
beet we can”

“] want Wayiand to choose my hat
and traveliug sult.” replied Berrie.

*Of course. But yow've got to have
a lot of other things besides.” And
they bLent to the joyous work of mak-
g out & list of goods to be purchased
a8 soon an they reached Chicago.

Wayland came back with a Denver
paper in his hand and a look of dis-
gust on his face. “It's all lu here—at
least, the outlines of It."

Berrie took the journal and there
read the detalls of Settle's assault
gpon the foreman. “The fight arose
from a remwark concerulng the forest
supervisor's daughter. Hanger Hetile
reseuled the gossip and fell upon the
other man, beating him with the buft
of his revolver, Friends of the fore
man clalm that the ranger is a drunk-
en bully and should have been dis
charged long ago. The supervisor for
some mysietious reason retains this
man, although he s an Incompetent
It i» also claimed that McFarlane put
& man on the roll without examina-
ton.” 'The supervisor was the protug-
onist of the play, which was plalnly
political. The attack upon him was
bitter and unjust, and Mm McFar
lane agaln declured her intention of
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hats to be perched on ber head and |
jackets buttoned and unbuttoned about
ber shoulders till she felt like a worn |

delight, bat she was far less sutisfled
than he, and when at last selection |
was made she still had her doubts, not
of the clothes, but of her abllity to
wear them. They seemed wo allen to
her, so restrictive and enslaving.

“You're an ensy fitter,” sald the snles
woman.  “Hut"—here she lowered her
volee—"you need a new corset. This
old one 18 onut of date. Nobody Is wear |
Ing hips now.” |

Thercupon Berrie meckly permitted
herself to be led away to a torture
room. Wayland waited patiently, and
when she renppeared ull traces of Bear
Tooth forest had vanlshed. In a neat
tallored suit and a very chic hat, with
shoes, gloves and stockings to match,
she was so transformed, so charmingly
girlish In her self conscious glory, that |
bhe was tempted to embrace her In the |
presence of the saleswoman. But be
didn’'t. He merely sald: “l see the gov- |
ernor's finlsh. Let's go to lonch. Yout
are stunning ™

“l don't know myself,” responded
Berrie. “The only thing that feels nat- |
ural Is my hand. They cinched me so
tight | ean't eat a thing, and my shoes
burt” She lnughed as she sald this,
for her use of the vernacular was con- '
scious. “I'm a frand. Your father will
spot my brund first shot. Look at my
face—red an & saddle!™

“Don’t let that trouble you. This Is
the time of year when tan Is fashion-
able Don't*you be afrald of the gov-
ernor. Just smile at him, give him
your grip. and he’ll melt.”

“I'm the one to melt. I'm beginning
now."

Notwithstanding his confident advice
Wayland led the two silent and in-
wardly dismayed women Into the
showy cafe of the botel with some de-
gree of personal apprebension concern-
ing the approaching interview with his
father. Of course be 414 not permit
this to appear in the slightest degree.

It pleased him to obsorve the admir.
lng glances which were turned upon
Berrfe, whose hiat became her mighth
ly, and, leaning over, he sald In a low
volee to Mrs. McFuriane: “Who ia the
lovely young Indy opposite? Won't you
introduce me?”

This little piay belng over., he said. |
“Now, while our order is coming I'll
ran out to the desk and see If the gov-
erpor has come In or noL”™

Wayland returned with an crease
of tension In his face

“He's here! ['ve sent word saying
‘1 am lunching in the cafe with ladies.’
1 thiuk he'll come round. But don't
be afraid of him He's a good deal
rougher ou the outside than bhe Is at
heart. Of course be's a biufl oid busi-
pess man and pot at all pretty, and
be'll transfiz you with a kind of estd-
muting glare as If you were a tree,
but he's actually very easy o mapage
if you know how to bandle him. Now,
I'm pot golng to try to explain every-
thing to him at the beginning. I'm
going to introduce him to you in &
casunl kind of way and give him time
to tuke to you bothh He forms his
lHkes and dislikes very quickly.'

“What If he doesn't lke us?' In-
quired Berrie, with troubled brow.

“He can't help IL" His tone was so
positive that ber eyes misted with bhap-
piness. “Hut here comes our food. |
bope you aren't too Dervous to eat
Here Is where 1 shine as provider.
Thiv I the kind of camp fare | can
recommend.”

Berrie's healthy appetite rose above
her apprehension, and she ate with the
keen enfoyment of & child, and bef
mother sald, "It surely Is & treat to
get & chance at somebody elne’s cook
Ing."

“Don't you slander your home fare”
warned Wayland, “It's as good as
this, only different”

He sat where he could watch the
door, and despite Ms jocund pose his
eyes cxpressed growing Iimpatience
and some anxiely. They were all well
tute thelr demsery befors he oalled oot
“Here he "

Mra. McFariane could not see the

mewcomer from where she sat, but
Berrle rose In greal excllement as &
heavy set, full fnced man with short,
gray mustache and high, smooth brow
entered the room. He did not smille as
be greeled his son, and his penetrating
glance questioned even before he
spoke. He seemed to sllently ask.
*Well, what's all this? How do you
happen te be bhere?! Who are these
women 1’

Wayland said: “Mra. McFariane, this
is my father. Father, this s Mim
Berea MceKuriape of Hear Tooth

Mrs. McFariape politely, coldly, but he
betrayed surprise as Berea took his
fugers in her grip. At his son's solicl
tation he accepted a seat opposite

Wayland explained:
lane snd ber daughter quite saved my
life over in the valley. Their ranch is
the best health resort in Colorado.”
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She Was 8o Transformed That He Wae
Tempted to Embrace Her.

Bear Tooth, and Miss Berea is the able
asalstant of her father. We are all
rank conservationists.”

Norcroas senlor examined Berrie pre-
cisely ax If his eyes were n couple of
X ray tubes, and as she flushed under
his slow scrutiny be sald, “I was not
e1pecting to find the forest service In
such hands™

Wayland laughed,

*1 hope you didn’t mash his fGngers,
Berrie.”

Sbe wmiled guiltly. “T'm afraid |
did. 1 bope I didn't burt you—some-
times | forget.”

Norcross senior was waking up. “You
bave n most extraordinary grip. What
aid it—plano practice?™

Wayland grinned. “Plano!
cinch.”

“The what T

Wayland explained. “Miss McFar
lane was brought up on & ranch. Bhe
ean rope and tie a steer, saddle her
own horse, pack an outfit and all the
rest of It"

“Oh! Kind of cowgirl, eb?

Mre McFarlane, eager to put Ber
rie's better part forward, explalned:
“She's our only child, Mr. Norcroes,
and as such has been & constant com-

No—the

! panion to her father. Sbe's not all

cowhand. Ehe's been to school, and
she can cook and sew as well”

“Mrs. McFarlane comes from an old
Kentucky family, father. Her grand-
father helped to found a college down
there.™

Wayland's anxious desire to create
a favoruble lmpression of the women
@id not escape the lumberman, but his
face remained quite expressionless as
be replied:

“If the life of & cowhand would give
you the vigor this young lady appears
to possess I'm not sure but you'd bet-
ter stick to It”

Wayland and the two women ex-

changed glances of relief.

“Why not tell him now " they seem-
od to ask. But he said: “There's a long
story to tell before we decide on my
eareer. let's finish our lunch. How

is mother, and bow are the girla™*
(To be continued)

Handbills May Sup-
plement Newspaper
Advertising, but
They Will Never
Take Its Place

ONE OF ALLIES' GREATEST LosSES  |The (Great July 4
at Gettysburg

Pennsylvania Town Still
Remembers 1863

ITH each recurring anoiver
snry of the nation’s birth,
memories of the older In-
habitants of Gettysburgturn

back to that fearful day in 1865 that
will alwnys be recalled, probubly, as
the most terrible Fourth of July in its
| history.

Of the great battle of Gettysburg,
| ranking with the most desperate con-
flicts In the his-
tory of man, his-
torlans have told

us much, They
have virtonlly
coversdd every

square Inch of the
bloody field. Yet
|of the quaking,
fear atricken
town ({tself dur-
iIng the battle
comparatively Iit-
tle hns been rend
by the world at
Iarge; few chron-
fcles have been
written of the do-
ings of the people.

And of that awe-
some Fourth of
July! Everywhere
else through the
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Sunpsrhots of the late Barl Kitchener while whipping Into shape the biggest
army of England’s history. Not a life was saved when the Hampshire, with
Kitehener s his staff »n thelr wav to Russla. sank off the Orkney falands

TWO BIRD GIRLS.

Aviation Is Said to Be Woman's
Coming Profession.

reached, there All Was Silent.
were scenes of

wild rejoicing. But Gettysburg, though

“TS SUCH FUN TO FLY.”|

Already Two Women Are Making Ex-
hibition Flights, and One Family,
Two of Tham Girle, Has Founded o
School of Avistion In Texas.

| been up less than ten minutes

Miss Stinson wears no elaborate avia-
| tion wardrobe.

Ofter nhe doesn't even tuck ber curis

g

she wears riding
breeches, but she doesn’t In the least
object to a skirt. Bhe never allows

s

wind or clonds to Interfere with her t::.m m“wbmmmmx
: fights. “Butldon‘tllkerlln."!hmwu’umw‘m
! confessed. "It hurts. It feels exactly | 43, plankness of death. Hundreds of
like sleet when you fiy in it." others opened their eyes for the last
Besides looping the loop, she hag car- | o, to pee the sun of day. Hundreds
ried United States mail, dropped bombs, | 1oy moaning, their Mmbs torn, welter-
made night Nights, Sown with ber | .0 iy plood, their heartrending groans
plane upseide down and performed a making the morning seem gray despite
pumber of other “stunts.” “They al | yhy sun  Despite the herolc efforts of
ways want some fancy thing thrown | by gurgeons and their assistants it
in at the exhibitions,” she admitted | gy imposaible to reach all of thbe

carelesaly.

“My sister Marjorie is only eighteen.
and ghe's a filer. My brother Edwin
Is twenty-three, and he flles. In San
Antonlo, Tex., we three are running
the Btinson school of aviation. 1 have
another brother fifteen years old, bat
he wants to go to West Point. My
people on both sides fought In the clvil
war,

“And If America went to war tomor-
row I'd be an army scout,” Miss Etin-
son added stoutly. “I tried my best to
make Pershing and Funston let me go
to Mexico. But they wouldn't™

For the Cresping Baby.

Here s an interesting suggestion for
the young mother with the active,
creeping baby: Get a good slzed gray
blanket, preferably woolen. Cut oot
the pictures from a cloth nursery ple-
ture book and sew them to the blanket
The Lright plotures will attract buby's
attention, and he will pat and plck at
them by the hour snd keep perfectly
contented on his soft, warm, creeplng
rug. This Mes may also be used In
connection with the baby fence, o

2 baby may be left inside the fenve with
i his pictorial floor coveriug and run no
Fhoto by American Press Assoclation, | gk of falling on sharp playthings.

Thrown Upen
Their Mercy.

Pholo by Amsrwcan Press Associslion
Over 100000 Americuns of (énuad aud Austro-Hungarian
York, 10 acclalm Awmerican lberty day Besiles singiug aud

course, depressing. But when we learn-
ed that the Confederates had left their
wounded and dying on the fleld in their
retreat | said the battle was ours. No
victorious army ever left it men to

“There wus no joyful celebration that
day.” added Mrs, Stewart. “We all felt
like weeplug. Such sights as surround-
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gatbered al Bheepsbead Hay way, New
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